
The days that turned my world upside down



'They are all freaks and weirdo’s''They are all freaks and weirdo’s''They are all freaks and weirdo’s''They are all freaks and weirdo’s'

So last week watching big brother in my flat eating pizza and drinking a beer I thought
about the week ahead. It scared me to think that in a few days I would be with a
bunch of activists in a field in Scotland. I was apprehensive but excited and worried
about the types of people I would meet. Would they dis me when I spoke of how
Maxwell pissed me off or would they judge me about the brand of my trainers?

I didn’t listen to folk music or have dreadlocks I was worried I wouldn’t fit in. but when
I arrived I realised that you don’t have to fit into these stereotypes to believe that the
g8 were shit. People here are varied, they aren’t the typical white middle class students
going through a 'phase' there are all different types of people with different stories and
different ideals.

This added to the magic. Though we might look different, come from different
backgrounds and behave in different ways we all wanted to achieve the same things.
We all wanted to achieve happiness... for all.



'Their dreams aren’t realistic''Their dreams aren’t realistic''Their dreams aren’t realistic''Their dreams aren’t realistic'

Activists are renowned for sitting around talking about their ideal revolution
never living it and only dreaming. But this week has shown me that our
dreams can be a reality. The rural convergence has run sustainably and
effectively. In meetings before we arrived people argued that others would not
take responsibility for menial tasks such as digging compost toilets. But when
we arrived and felt part of this amazing collective these tasks no longer felt
menial. Instead they became fun and essential to supporting each other. Our
friends.

It didn’t require orders or feelings of guilt or responsibility. Instead we longed
to live like this, we longed to live these dreams and without the orders and
control these tasks were seen as important and inspiring as the actions we
took on the roads.

Of course some people did come to the convergence and didn’t take part,
didn’t do a shift on security or help cook, instead they avoided these tasks,
or convinced themselves they were too busy. Yet those who did do tasks
didn’t feel anger at these people for not participating, only pity. For they
would not have experienced what it was to be part of such an amazing
group, an amazing community. And it wasn’t our responsibility to force them
to do something. That was their decision and it truly was their loss.

I learnt that we can live our dreams and that we can unite and look after
one another. That we don’t need to fuck each other over, we don’t need
control over the lives of others, only control over the lives of ourselves.



'Everyone’s voice is heard in a democracy''Everyone’s voice is heard in a democracy''Everyone’s voice is heard in a democracy''Everyone’s voice is heard in a democracy'

We had walked for 7 hours in the middle of the night, through dense forests,
scrambling up hills and jumping over rivers, we were cold and wet and tired
when I asked myself why the hell I was there, why I was putting myself
through this. Then I realised that this was it, it was living. We were there
because we wanted our dreams to be realised and this is what it took. We
had tried demonstrating, writing to MP’s and supporting oppressed groups, we
had marched against the war in a demo of thousands, and still they hadn’t
listened. They still didn’t care about what we wanted. So this was it. This
time they must listen. And that was why I was there.

But it was also in this time of complete adversity that I also realised that I
suddenly felt truly alive. My heart beating faster than ever before pumped with
adrenaline and passion and as though I was actually doing something. I felt
part of something beautiful. A group of people that had to do these crazy
things to simply achieve happiness, all we want is for people to be happy,
an end to oppression and misery. And in this society we have to do these
crazy things to be heard.



"Somebody has to be in charge""Somebody has to be in charge""Somebody has to be in charge""Somebody has to be in charge"

We were on a hill in the middle of nowhere with no plan other than to
occupy the roads. With no one giving us any orders no one telling us what
to do. It was weird though because in my everyday life I’m told what to do
by the police by my boss... but up there we were in it together. We had to
come to an agreement to what to do next. We held a meeting right there on
the hill. And it was amazing because we all came to consensus as to what
to do. It wasn’t like we knew because we were all like some experienced
group but instead we all felt passion in our hearts and a connection with
those around us. It was like when you're with your best mates on a Saturday
night and you're deciding what pub to go to. You don’t have a ballot box
and start voting as to whether the queen of hearts is better than the red lion
you just know what will be better. You decide together don’t you? That’s why
their politics are shit. Its because they don’t make sense. Voting and putting
a leader in charge of your night out doesn’t make sense. And neither does
putting a leader in charge of your life. It’s the same thing. And that’s what I
realised on that hill.

You know what its like, going to the pub where you all discuss it but then
all realise what’s best. Well it was like that but instead of just a few of us
there were hundreds representing thousands. It was then that I saw we dint
need leaders we can take control of our own lives as a collective, where
everyone is autonomous and can do whatever they like but they are also part
of a wider community and so consider and take responsibility for the actions
of that group. And if it turns out that pub is shit then we move to a different
one...or make that one better!



'Its ok they are fighting on your behalf''Its ok they are fighting on your behalf''Its ok they are fighting on your behalf''Its ok they are fighting on your behalf'

We aren’t superheroes well only to ourselves. We don’t fight on behalf of
others. We don’t stand in the way of traffic representing your beliefs. We can
only represent our own. In this way we gain confidence in ourselves and in
the things we believe.

There was a guy standing in front of a line of riot police outside Gleneagles
hotel, and he said to the police 'look we just want to walk to the hotel' he
said 'lets just go' you cant even write how cool that was, he was so calm,
just saying 'lets go' and everyone realised at that point that we have the
power to control our own actions. That we can do whatever we want to
achieve our dreams.

Two minutes later 200 people pushed the fence and all it took was one
person to encourage others to feel confident enough, to feel confident enough
to see their own strength.

That’s when I realised that anyone can do this anyone can be a superhero.
We can all change the world.

i still can't believe what we achieved



What now?What now?What now?What now?

So I’m back in that flat I was eating pizza in a few weeks ago and I feel
completely different. I feel everything, a mixture of emotions- anger, love,
happiness, devastation. Sometimes I just wish I was back there, where every
day was an adventure, where everyone around you was supportive and
inspiring and desperately wanting the same things.

I will never be back at the eco zone in Stirling. It will never happen, partly
because they’re turning it into a cricket pitch, but also we must move
forward. Manchester sometimes feels like its time has passed, like a place full
of people and times that have been and gone, where the wheel has been
invented and there are no wheel makers left to try different spoke designs.

But I am more than hopeful. The G8 was not just a single protest, it was a
way in which we could build relationships and develop bonds with people so
that we could continue doing stuff together afterwards. It was an inspiring time
where I realised that activism is not dead and where I met Mancunians who
felt just like me.

We are having meetings in Manchester to talk about the future and what
adventures it might hold. What we can try next. And I can’t wait. I am
desperate to continue I am inspired never to stop until we can all live our
dreams, until we can all be truly happy.

That’s why the G8 protests could never be labelled a failure because of the
strength and passion they injected into our hearts and souls and the
relationships we built that feel so strong and trusting. And memories that I
could never forget and that will always keep me inspired, keep me going in
this crazy world.

What now? Our dreams realised.



Lets bring Stirling home…


